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THE AWAITERS OF THE ADVENT
STRAINING last night to slip the gyve of fate And dream the unconditioned, my soul fell To that cold toneless utmost verge of hell Where the sick voices by the Ivory Gate Pray mumblingly " O Thou Predestinate, Slave of the world, Spirit intolerable, When will thy fire's returning miracle Impregnate Time, that we may love and hate?"
These mutterings are of men long underground
Who, when they knew the chain of hours and places, Contemned the comfortable body, and found
More sweet chimaera's kiss    All night they sigh Numbly, thin lean lips stammering, and their faces Pale with the lust they did not satisfy.